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THE   NEGRO   MIND

SOME fifteen years ago a gentleman, an acquaintance of a
friend of mine who afterwards told me the story, went on an
expedition to Karagwe, to the south-west of Lake Vic-
toria. Here he called on the paramount chief, whom he
presented, ad captattonem benevolently, with a musical-box.
It was one of those contrivances, familiar to children of a
preceding generation, where sweet melodies are produced
by the turning round and round of a handle. The chief,
exceedingly courteous as chiefs always are when acute
hostility is absent, expressed his gratitude in a dignified
manner, and, after listening for a few minutes, apparently
well pleased with the beautiful sounds evoked, handed the
box to one of his attendants. After an interval spent in
conversation on various topics, he gave an order to a slave,
who went out and quickly returned with an up-to-date
gramophone, which he put down on the mat. And then,
during the next half-hour, the traveller was treated to
records of Melba, Caruso, de Reszke, e tutti quanti \

It is probable that Europeans offering advice, remedies,
or instruction to natives undergo many a time, if they only
knew it, some experience similar to that of the traveller
when he presented his old-fashioned musical-box.

Even if they have, so far, invented no machines, Negroes
are just as quick-witted as we are, a statement corroborated
by all missionaries. Also, although scientists still differ as to
the time of their arrival in the Tropics, it is certain that